party was entering its third stage-   The time had now come for individual
efforts.

As soon as all the guests were supplied with glasses of tea and sweets,
Lyuba Vassilieva, Sasha's eldest sister, a vivacious girl of eighteen, sang a
sentimental song in a clear soprano voice. Then a sailor guest, on leave
from the Red Fleet base at Kronstadt, danced a lively hornpipe. He was
followed by Papa Vassiliev, who recited a long poem with dramatic gestures
about the Revolt of 1904 and revolutionaries dying in the snow on their
way to exile in Siberia. Everyone listened intently.

Now it was Sasha's turn. He did
a weight-lifting act, long popular as
a gymnastic exercise in the Vassiliev
family. It consisted of all the
Vassiliev children grouping them-
selves in tiers on recumbent Sasha,
who gradually rose to his knees, then
to his feet, lifting them all with
him, the youngest Vassiliev, a boy
of four, triumphantly waving a
little flag at the apex of the pyramid,
bending his head to avoid colliding
with the ceiling.

*e Bravo !" cried all the guests,
as the group broke up into its eight
individual Vassilievs.

Then Ludmilla sang a song.    It
was one of Pushkin's, and pleased
everybody.   Now it was Boris's turn,
Boris did a wicked burlesque of a
Caucasian emigre dancing in a Paris
night-club . . . ogling   the   ladies,
throwing  knives   wildly  with   his
teeth, and finishing up with 3 rush to collect poure-bams*

Jane Brett followed ivith an American Hobo song, which she sang ip.
a bosky drawl,

" Halldnia, I'm a b*im;
Halleluja, bum again;
HattdUiia, give tis a hand-out
To revive us agaia,

O the springtime has come
And I'm just out of jail,
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